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"Be still." 

"You know what | look like, man" 

Jason peered around his canvas at his subject. "Just a little bit longer.” 

All Lukas did was roll his eyes in reply. 

"Thought you liked being the center of attention" 

"Ah, fuck you, man," Lukas muttered, still, despite his seeming displeasure, keeping very still. 

Ducking back behind his canvas and dabbing his brush on to it, Jason smiled. 

After admitting that he'd painted the band with Lukas as the front-man, he'd been eager to get the boy to sit 


for him-his whole manner was screaming to be taken down in oil. So he'd gotten Lukas to come over and to sit 


on top of his dining room table, however he'd wanted. 


So Lukas had sat, crossing his legs and resting his elbows on his knees. 

"You did that for h Touch Do something else." 

He threw up his hands. "Then tell me how to sit, man!" 

Jason had smiled at him. "You're a showman. Show me." 

So, with a wry arch of the brow, Lukas had spun around on his ass and laid down on the long slab of oak and 
let his head hang off the end Then he'd crossed his ankles and laced his fingers over his stomach. And he'd 
smiled at Jason. 

"All the blood's going to rush to your head" 

Lukas shrugged. "So paint fast." 

"You obviously don't understand the art of painting," Jason replied, to which he didn't get an answer. 

And he'd set to work, the time for him passing quickly as he fell into the canvas, into the blobs of paint, into 
the way the colors intermingled, not always as they did in his mind, but pleasing, nonetheless. The activity. The 


motions as satisfying as the outcome. 


Gradually, he was drawn from his microcosm by a soft snore. Raising his head to peer over his picture, he 


had to laugh. Lukas had fallen asleep. Jason went back to his work. 


Another hour passed before he stood back. He had the basics down. He'd dabble at it for weeks now before he 
got it exactly like he wanted it. 


He set down his palette and took his brushes to the turpentine and carried that jar to the garage, cleaning his 
hands, then washing them. 


When he came back into the room, Lukas hadn't budged. Carefully, Jason turned his body so that his head was 
resting on the table. He didn't wake. 


Sitting on the table, Jason gazed down at the boy. Not a boy-man Nearly thirty, he reminded himself. 


Except that he looked so young when he was asleep. Jason reached out and pushed a lacquered lock of hair 


away from Lukas's forehead. The skin felt warm and he ran his fingertips over it again 


Painting always made him feel hyperaware. Lukas's skin under his fingertips felt alive, felt..almost fiery, almost 


warm enough to burn him, but he didn't pull away. 


He grazed them down Lukas's cheek and along his jaw line. Then he drew his thumb over Lukas's lips, causing 
the smaller man to snort softly, raising a hand to swat at whatever it was that was tickling him. As the hand 
fell away, Jason grabbed it and held it carefully, feeling it go limp in his grasp. He turned it over and studied 
the palm, the smoothness of it. For all of Lukas's hardships, his hands didn't show it. He ran his fingers up the 
inside of the singer's arm, watching the goose bumps develop. Lukas tried to pull his hand away and Jason let 
him, watching the boy fold the arm across his chest again and turn his head to the side, breathing deeply. 


Later, Jason wouldn't be able to tell you why he did it. But he reached out and laid his hand on Lukas's 
stomach, below where his hand had come to rest. He could feel the echo of boy's heartbeat under his hand. 
Through the thin cotton his t-shirt, his skin was warm. 

Slowly, he slid his hand lower, his fingers bumping into the waistband of Lukas's jeans. 

Then over. 

Lower. 

The denim was too thick to allow Jason to feel the heat. But when his hand came to rest over Lukas's groin, 
he felt the boy's cock jump, the motion surprising him. He yanked his hand away and looked quickly at the 
man's face. Lukas was still sleeping. 


Running his tongue over his dry lips, Jason lifted his hand, letting it hover over Lukas's crotch again 


Then he lowered it, resting it first lightly, then more heavily. Through the coarse material, he could feel the 
outline of Lukas's dick. It made his breath hitch in his chest. 


He wasn't gay. He was straight. He liked pussy. He liked eating pussy. He liked tits. He liked fucking women. 
He wanted to feel Lukas's cock in his hand. 


As the younger man slept, his stomach hollowed and there was a gap between his belt and the skin of his 


belly. 
Jason ran his hand up, easing Lukas's t-shirt up and, as the boy exhaled, he glanced his fingers under his 
waistband and over the elastic top of his form-fitting boxer-briefs. He could even see the name on them- 


Calvin Klein. 


A bit lower, and he could feel the head of Lukas's cock. When his fingertips flicked over the slit, the boy 
gasped and bucked his hips. 


Jason felt slightly lightheaded. His own prick throbbed hard against his jeans. 


He pulled his hand away, breathing hard. 


'Lukas," he said throatily. "Wake up, man You fell asleep" 
"If | wake up, you'll stop," came the soft reply. 

Feeling his heart in his throat, Jason looked up and saw Lukas watching him through half-closed eyes. 
He swallowed hard. "How long" 


"You can't grab a guy's dick and not have him wake up, man, right?" There was no damnation or accusation in 


the singer's tone. He could have been observing something on television. 


| guess not." Feeling his face must be bright red for all the heat he felt emanating from it, Jason didn't know 


where to look, 

Then he felt a hand grab his and guide it back between Lukas's legs. "Yeah?" he heard, 

Despite his embarrassment, he looked at Lukas. "You sure?" 

All the boy did was nod 

"You'd tell me to stop?" He was aware that his whole life-his life as he knew it-could be over if this went bad. 
Lukas nodded again 

"Undo your belt" 


His eyes not leaving Jason's face, the singer reached down and pulled the white leather through the hoops and 
pulled the tongue from it and let the unfastened belt fall against his stomach. 


"Open your fly." 

Lukas's fingers slid each button from the hole. 

Then, drawing in a deep, shaky breath, Jason first rested his hand on top of the open fly. Then, his vision 
focused solely on his hand, he moved it to slide under the denim and over the black cotton briefs. He felt 
Lukas's cock jump again and his head swiveled to meet the boy's gaze. 

"Do it, man" The boy didn't look away. "Please?" 


That word proved, Jason later realized, his undoing. 


He slid his hand fully over Lukas's cock, curving it to cup the hardening flesh. As he felt it throb in his grasp, 


his heart beat erratically. 
Lukas circled his hips and he let out a long sigh. 


Is my hand shaking? Jason wondered idly as he began to stroke over Lukas's boxers, drawing a growl from the 


boy. 


One of Lukas's fingers slid under the waistband of his boxers and he pulled it away from his skin, not saying a 


word, the invitation clear. 

Ive never-- Jason thought to say, but he didn't. Instead he slid his hand up Lukas's groin and then under the 
material. The singer's skin was hot, but it didn't prepare him for the heat of the boy's dick, the softness of 
the flesh over the firmness of the member, the veins that ran its length, the ridge of the cockhead. 


His own crotch was getting painfully tight. 


As if he was a blind man reading Braille, he ran the pads of his fingers over and up and down along Lukas's 


cock. Though he couldn't see it, his fingers were drawing it in his brain. 
He swallowed hard when he heard Lukas's stifled groan. 


Carefully, he held his hand still as he felt Lukas raise his hips and shimmy his jeans and boxers down to his 
thighs. Then he looked down. 


Actually seeing his hand on Lukas's dick somehow surprised him and his hand tightened, causing the boy to 


moan again and a bead of pre-cum to appear and glisten on the head. 
He swiped his thumb over it and turned his hand to look at the drop now on his own skin 


Before he could do anything else, Lukas grabbed his wrist and drew Jason's hand to his mouth. And he licked 


the smeared droplet away. 

That caused Jason to groan and he pressed his thumb into Lukas's mouth, chasing the wet. 

The boy sucked it, swirling his tongue around it. 

Finally, Jason pulled his hand away. "I want to kiss you," he noted, his voice sounding faraway to his own ears. 
Lukas just nodded and propped himself up on his elbows. Jason leaned down, slowly, haltingly. 

Am | really doing this? he wonder ed. 


But then he felt lips against his and he knew the answer. He thought of the other lips he'd kissed. He thought 


of Lukas's smooth hands. He stopped thinking when he felt the boy's tongue slide against his. He lost track of 


who was growling. 
The kisses grew shorter but fiercer, more hungry, more biting, louder even, the sounds of sucking, of gasping. 


Jason circled his hand around Lukas's cock like he would his own and started to stroke, as he took, as he was 


granted, kiss after kiss after kiss. 


The hunger spiked, but he didn't know what to do. He knew he needed to free his cock. He knew he needed to 


come. 

Blindly again, he found one of Lukas's hands and yanked it roughly to his crotch. The boy undid the fly, not an 
easy task with Jason bent over him. Then he pushed Jason back, rising to sit, then draw his legs under him 
and he continued to push Jason back until he laid on the table. Then he pulled Jason's fly open and eased his 


cock out, curling his hand around it, fisting around the head. 


With a loud crack, Jason's head fell back against the table and he bared his teeth. He felt Lukas's weight settle 
on his hips and he felt- 


He raised his head to look Lukas had both their cocks and was stroking them together. 
Another crack and his eyes closed, his head back. 

His whole focus surrounded what the boy was doing. He was losing himself to it. 

He lost himself to it. 


The orgasm snuck up on him, so enrapt was he in the feel of Lukas's hand around him, his cock against the 


boy's. 

Then, as his back was arching, he felt the splatters hit him, the heat muted by his t-shirt 

Then all he did was breathe, his body jerking as each aftershock slapped him, his eyes sliding shut 
He felt hands on his chest, swirling patterns. 


‘lm painting, too," Lukas said softly, and Jason had to laugh. 


